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WHAT ABOUT ME? 


T feel I must write and tell you what a 
problem I have in reading my LADY 
PENELOPE. I have been getting it 
since the first copy, and every weck 
the same thing happens. First my 
mother listens and waits to hear it come 
through the letter-box. She picks it up 


quickly and finds a corner to read it in 
peace. Meanwhile my father is walking 
around her all the time, pretending not 
to be looking for anything, and all the 
time he’s waiting for Mum to put 
LADY PENELOPE down. As soon as 
she puts it on the table, my father picks 
it up and vanishes with it, I have 
suggested they buy another copy, then 
we'd all get a chance to read it. It’s a 
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FIENDISH FATHER 
‘My father has got a horrible way of 
dealing with me when I've done 
something wrong. Instead of stopping 
my pocket money or even just smacking 
me, he shows me up in front of my 
friends. It makes them feel embarrassed 
and now even my best friend Pauline 
won't come to our house to call for me. 
Pamela Mitchell, 
Preston. 
Your father seems to have found the most 
fective way of “dealing” with you. The 
Solution to this, it of course, riot to be 
naughty ! 


Sharon Wagstaff of Sidcup, is such a 
devoted “Small Faces” follower, that 
she sent me a letter consisting of 8 
pages of nothing, except the word 
“please.” Such industry cannot be 
ignored, so here, Sharon, is the 
photograph you asked to be printed .. 


CAN'T TELL STORK FROM... 
Last year I went to visit my Aunt in 
Yorkshire. When I got out of the car 
and walked to the front garden, I 
thought I saw a statue of a stork. Then 


to my amazement it blinked its eyes and 
walked across the front lawn. Then I 
saw that it was a real live heron. I later 
helped my aunt to feed it with fish. 
‘The next day it had flown away, and it 


never returned. 
Angela Thurlby, 


POP PIN-DOWNS 


I wonder if any other readers have the 
same idea as me. I save pop pictures 
out of different magazines, but instead 
of just keeping them, I snip off hands, 


feet and hair bits. Then I stick these 
onto other pictures. I have made George 
Harrison look like Millie and Mick 
Jagger look like Ken Dodd. Why 
doesn’t everyone do it? 


Newark. 


Perhaps it's sacrilege to many fans ! 


HIDDEN TREASURE 


My brother and his friend once found 
some old coins in an empty house. 
‘They took them to a police station and 
found out that they were worth £35 
16s, 14d. They went back the next day 
with the police to show them where the 
money had been found, and they found 
even more sovereigns and half pound 
notes. It was very exciting because 
there was an inquest and no-one knew 
who the money belonged to. Finally a 
little old lady in her eighties claimed 
the money but she gave the two boys 
£20 each as a reward. 
Cherry Round, 
‘Atherstone. 


HALF-BAKED 
I was in the dining room and called out 


to come and see the picture I had just 
drawn. “I can’t come,” she 
“Pm in the middle of a pie!” 


MORE LIKE McCALLUM 


that Ilya Kuryakin 

like David McCallum. Well, I agreed 
with her, but now I must congratulate 
you. There is a big difference now, 
and he really looks like David 
‘McCallum. 


Maureen Brooks, 
Gravesend. 


The artist who draws The Man from 
U.NGLE. has really worked hard 10 get 
Mliya looking right .. and I must admit that 
T agree with you, Maureen. 
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PARKER 


CLUMSY ... ARTFUL... AND SAFE AS HOUSES! 
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without whose assistance this feature would not be possible 
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HANOLES THI 1OF THE 
LAST... ey “HORSE BACK TO THE I 


STHE FLAMES SPREAD] 
THROUGH THE. 
INDIANS’ CAMP 1 


@UDDENLY A NEW GOUND] 
FILLE THE AIR... 


AGAINST ILLYA 
MANGOLD HAS’ 
INO CHANCE... 


NEXT WEEK: ‘“‘Every U.N.G.L.E. agent in Europe is as good as dead!” = ° 


THIS WEEK ...4 COMPLETE STORY FROM LADY PENELOPE’S TOP SECRET FILES .. 


"HE click-clack of the train wheels 
‘was just that much too rhythmic. 
‘The sway of the carriage was pre- 
dictably even to the point of monotony. 
Susie Miller thought: “Another two 
whole hours at least before we reach 
Tmingham,” and she sighed deeply. 
‘There was only one other character 
in the carriage, a funny looking man 
with lots of grey hair, a chronic beak 
of a nose, and a grey macintosh 
buttoned over what looked like some 
sort of maroon uniform. He'd said 
“Mornin’, young lady,” in a Londoney 
sort of voice when they’d got in 
together at Paddington, but since 
then, he’d been buried in a vast 
newspaper. 

Susie watched telegraph poles flash 
by, and began to count them. She 
imagined there might be . . . say, 
eighteen to the mile. She got to two 
miles and seventeen poles before she 
gave up. 

She studied the coloured pictures 
of Welsh seaside resorts on the 
carriage wall opposite, just for some- 
thing to do. For an instant, she 


Hello—Lady Penelope 
speaking to you once again 
from the vaults beneath 

my mansion. | am in the 
strongroom where dossiers 
of all the cases in which 
Ihave been involved, 
however slightly, are 
stored . .. file after file of 


them on the shelves. 


File number 29491 is the 
one which | have chosen 
to tell you about this 
week. It is a very thin 
file, just a short story 
really, and it concerns 
Parker rather more than 
myself. Mysterious 
intriguing... and quite 
unexplainable! It's the 
story of Susie Miller... 


cheered up, because the man opposite 
seemed to be opening a conversation. 
But he wasn’t. He was only muttering 
aloud something he was reading in 
his paper. Something about modifica- 
tions to a Rolls-Royce motor car, and 
then “Er Ladyship will be pleased.” 

Susie closed her eyes and leaned 
back, trying to make some sense of 
the endless clickety-clack as the train 
raced on... 


'HE train was slowing down. Susie 
felt the shuddering of the wheels 
and leaned forward, opening her eyes. 
For the moment, she was alone in the 
compartment, and the corridor door 
‘was open. 

‘Now the end of a single country 
platform slid into view, and a quaint 
wayside station with a sign in faded 
yellow lettering on a brown board. 
“Lower Kersham”. Buffers clattered 
together, and the train came to a 
halt. 

Susie suddenly found herself stand- 
ing up. She actually thought to her- 
self. “Why am I taking my dufficbag 


a, 


down from the rack?” But she hitched 
it over her shoulder all the same, and 
stood waiting by the door. 

‘An elderly porter with an incredibly 
lined face appeared outside and deftly 
snatched open the door. “Lower 
Kersham, young "un. Come on, hop 
out.” 

Susie stepped down. “I was going 
to Mmingham,” she said, and her 
voice seemed somehow very far away. 

“T know, I know,” said the porter. 
“Give us your ticket, then.” 

He took the offered piece of green 
cardboard and fitted it between the 
jaws of a metal punch. They closed 
together, and Susie saw that there 
was a neat letter “J” cut into the 
ticket. She put it back in her pocket. 

Behind her, the train must have 
started again. She heard the couplings 
clattering. Yet when on impulse she 
looked round, there was no sign of it. 
It must have already disappeared 
round the bend. 

“How odd,” said Susie aloud. And 
then she was a little afraid. Why had 
she chosen to break her journey here, 
at this desolate country station, with 
not a single dwelling in sight for 
miles around? 

“I can't remember anyone telling 
me I had to change,” she began, 
turning back to the porter. But he'd 
gone, and there was only the wind- 
Blown platform, and the silent station 
hutment, and an old unlit gaslamp 
creaking on its rusting hinges. 

Susie looked for him, but all the 
station offices were locked, and the 


booking hall windows were shuttered. 
The whole place had 2 mournful, 
deserted air. 

‘Then suddenly she heard a sound 
to her left, and she swung round to 
see a man in railway uniform 
running down the track towards her, 
waving his arms. “Help, Miss! Quickly 

« down the line! We need everyone 
we can get!” 

He vaulted to the platform and 
ran past her, and Susie saw the word 
“Guard” on his hat. “Please, Miss. 
Quickly! There's been a crash up by 
South Junction box.” 

Susie swung down on to the rails 
and set off fast between the tracks. 
Faintly, she could hear some sort of 
commotion, way in the distance . . . 
and now, as she rounded a bend in 
the line, she saw incredible chaos. 


THERE were people milling like 
ants in the distance. Carriages on 
their sides. One coach on its end, 
pointing to the skies. There was 
smoke, and the red glare of flames. 
As she drew nearer, the voices rose to 
a screaming babble, and white faces 
loomed up and were gone as shoulders 
and elbows jostled her from side to 
side. 

Here was a man groaning and 
holding his leg. “It’s broken. It’s 
broken. It’s broken.” He kept up a 
flat, monotonous chant. 

Susie blessed the day she'd learned 
first aid, and made the man as com- 
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fortable as she could. But here was a 
woman, now .... hysterical. Wander- 
ing about the track in a daze, blunder- 
ing over the wreckage. Susie wrapped 
her in a coat and made her sit down. 
She talked to her until the sobbing 
had subsided. 

‘A boy, looking foolishly at a deep 
cut in his hand. Susie found scalding 
water in the train’s shattered wash- 
room tanks and bathed the wound, 
wringing out her handkerchief and 
strapping the cut tight. 

Gradually she worked her way to 
the front of the train, giving a 
soothing word here, treating an 
injury there. She found the diesel 
locomotive on its back, and burning 
fiercely. It looked as though it had 
jumped the rails as it rounded the 
bend, smashing into some stationary 
goods wagons. 

The driver and his mate sat there 
on the rails of the opposite track, their 
eyes bewildered. “It’s a miracle,” the 
driver kept repeating, over and over 
again. “Nobody's been killed. No- 
body.” 

“But there are plenty hurt,” said 
Susie. She felt strangely controlled, 
‘as though this was the sort of thing 
that happened to her every day of her 
life. It was like being detached from 
the whole event, and being able to 
cope with anything. “The guard’s 
gone to telephone for help. The 
carriage with his compartment isn’t 
even derailed . 

The driver's mate stood up slowly. 
“There'll be tea there, Miss. A gas 
ring and all the works. Maybe it'd 
help if . . .” But Susie was already on 
her way down the blind side of the 
crash, leaping over scattered seating, 
dodging round dazed, wandering 
Passengers. 


A\ ROUND dozen cups, salvaged 
from what was left of the buffet 
car and its contents, and a mangled 
tray to carry them on. Susie kept up 
a constant delivery of welcome tea to 
the injured. It wasn't good tea, but it 
was hot and stimulating, and the 
ambulance drivers who eventually 
arrived had nothing but praise for 
what Susie had done. 

“1's all over now, Miss.” The old 
porter from Lower Kersham station 
had re-appeared, and his hand was on 
Susie's thoulder: “You're. tired out. 
‘You'd better go back and catch your 
train, It’s in the station now.” 

“My train?” Susie looked puzzled 
“But . . . but how’s it going to get 
past. 

Her question was unanswered. The 
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old porter seemed unwilling to say 
another word. 

He led her back to the platform, and 
walked with her towards one of the 
end carriages of the train that stood 
in the station. He opened a door, and 
Susie automatically got in. The door 
slammed behind her, and the sudden 
jolt as the train started threw her 
back into her seat. 

She just had time to see the faded 
brown board with the yellow lettering, 
“Lower Kersham” pass by the win- 
dow, before the clickety-clack began. 
‘The coloured pictures of peaceful 
Welsh seaside resorts on the carriage 
wall suddenly seemed to make her 
very, very sleepy... 


WEEN Susie opened her eyes, it 
was because the train was 
juddering its way over the network of 
points at the approach to a big 
junction. Susie yawned and stretched. 

Then her eye fell on the man 
opposite . . . a man with lots of grey 
hair, and an incredible beak of a nose. 
He was checking the pockets of his 
raincoat, buttoned over what looked 
like a sort of maroon uniform. 

“Ad a nice sleep, young lady?” he 
asked in a Londoney sort of voice. 

Susie goggled. “B-but you . . . you 
were on the other train,” she said. 
“Did you get off at Lower Kersham 
too?” 

‘The man looked at her curiously, 
and before he answered, he took a 
peaked cap from the rack above his 
head and placed it crown downwards 
on his lap. Susie saw the name 
“Parker” in heavy black ink inside. 

“Lower Kersham, miss? You've bin 
dreamin’. Nobody stopped this 
train . . . it’s an express, all the way 
from Paddington to Ilmingham. Be- 
sides, Lower Kersham’s been closed 
down these six years past.” 

Susie looked ineredulous. “A 
dream? But it couldn’t have been. 
It was so real! The porter . . . the 
guard .. . and all those poor people at 
the crash...” 

Parker gave Susie a long, hard 
look. The corners of his mouth 
puckered up in a knowing smile. 
“You've been readin’ old magazines,” 
he chuckled. “Before your time, it 


‘was, but there was a classic railway 
crash there about twenty years ago. 
Passenger train jumped the rails. 
Nobody killed, but there could’ve 
been some very nasty injuries if it 
hadn’t been for some young girl whe 
happened to be on the scene.” 

‘Susie was leaning forward intently 
in her seat. She could feel her nails 
digging into the palms of her clenched 
hands. “Go on,” she said quietly. 

“Nothing much else to tell,” said, 
Parker. “Whoever the youngster was 
she disappeared without tellin’ any-\\ 


one her name.” 


“THE train ground to a stop against 
the buffers at Imingham station, 
and the man in the maroon uniform 
got out. He held the door open for 
Susie, who shouldered her dufflebag 
sed walked dows the platform beside 

At the barrier she went through 
first and handed her ticket to the 
collector in a daze. She'd gone five 
yards past him hefore she realised 
that he was calling her back. 

“Is anything wrong?” she asked. 

The ticket collector scratched his 
head and looked at her, his head first 


“Nothing exactly wrong, Miss” he 
said slowly, “but can you tell me why 
your ticket happens to be punched 
with the station mark of Lower 
Kersham?” 
He held Susie’s ticket out, and the 
ip of green cardboard was perfectly 
punched with the letter “J”. s 
THE END 


NEXT WEEK—another complet 
story from Lady Penelope's file: 


THE Stops No 
Lovely Lady Penelope tea set in ws 
‘Penelope pink’. This is a REAL 29 piece 
tea set which includes an authentic 
Georgian tea pot, sugar bowl and milk jug, 
each with its own Lady Penelope monogram. 


Beautifully laid-out in a colourful 
window-display box. 
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12's DEEP 16" WIDE 
ACTUAL SIZE 


J. ROSENTHAL (TOYS) LTD. LONDON COLISEUM ST.MARTINS LANE LONDON W.¢.2 4 17'wide by 11'deep 


THREE NEW MINI-ALBUMS | 
RELEASED ON JUNE 24th 
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‘OF THRILL PACKED ADVENTURE 


Ask your dealer for 
the full list of titles 

in this series and in 
the 12inch Super 335 


aon] 
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CENTURY 21 RECORDS ARE GO! 


Their ways are outmoded — but boy, are ice? loaded! 


GRANNY HAS TAKEN [ JED CLAMPETT 1S WORRIED 
A SUDDEN DISLIKE x 


MEANWHILE, STRANGE 
BILLS ARRIVE AT THE BANK.. 


Bur, z 
THAT TREE WAS 
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|\ eon JAPAN 


A FEW ALTERATIONS. 
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AS THEY ENTER THE GAMING ROOM, 
LEGRANE'S DEPRESSION RETURNS. 


7 HAVE BEEN ROBBED 


PARKER ALIGHTS FROM THE TAXI... 


,OPE—WHO APPEARS IN GERRY ANDER: 


SON’S TV PRODUCTION “THUNDERBIRDS” 


MY BANK WitL PAY 
YOU TEN MILLION 


THE QUESTION 1S. 
SOON ANSWERE! 


a 
WAVING ASIDE CHARLI 
ue 


I'S GRATITUDE, 


PENELOPE LEAVES: 
BOKER IS GETING 
ALONG... HE MUST 
HAVE TAKEN A TAX] 


‘ON THE WAY TO HER HOTEL, 
LADY PENELOPE RECEIVES A'CALL. 


AY 


IN A TAX 
PARKER? 


IME PENNY REACHES: 


iE 
Hi IDGE, THE ROBOT 
GIRL HAS DEPARTED. 


CHARLES... 
UNFORTUNATELY 
77 1S NOT THAT. 
SIMPLE, THE THEFT 

COULD NEVER 


BUT SOMEWHERE ELSE, SOMEONE ELSE 


THINKS: 
e.-. 


ITS A LOVELY DAY FOR ‘SOMETHING EIS! 


THE SUN 1S SHINING 
WHEN FAB 2 HEADS 
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FAB 2 COMES 
TO A STANDSTILL, 
THEN... 
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ARO PLANT 


{UB-NOSED and 
‘wearing too much 
make-up for her age, 

Pamela Franklin stared back 

at herself in the mirror at 

the BBC Television Centre. She 
wrinkled up her aforementioned 
nose and said “I don’t like.” She was 
passing comment on a trouser suit 
which was being fitted for her in one 
of the dressing rooms. 

‘As Kate Lawrence in the new series 
Quick Before They Catch Us, which 
takes over from “Good Evenin’ All”” 
Dixon of Dock Green, Vamela Franklin has 
had all her clothes for the programme specially 
designed and made by the wardrobe 
department of the BBC. 

“It’s a bit ridiculous really, because Kate could 
never afford this sort of thing,” she said, peeling off a 
pair of cream silk trousers. “She’s not supposed 
to have a penny.” 

‘Though only sixteen, Pamela has already a sophisticated 
show business gloss. It shows in her pale green eyes, in 
her gestures, in her words. She tosses off her opinions with the 
confidence of someone twice her age. Some of this sophistication 
she acquired in Hollywood. 

“America is super, so different,” she enthused. 


CHILD STAR 
She started her career whilst still at boarding school. A film company were 
looking for a girl of cight to appear in a semi-terror film, “The Innocents." 
Pamela was ten at the time but her photograph was sent, a screen test 
followed and the part offered her. Then came filming in Africa, and later working 
for Walt Disney. “I'm what they call free-lance,” she said, proud of the big word, 
which simply means that she isn’t tied to any one film company. 
In the series, Pamela has a string of unusual pets. ‘‘At first I had to go round 
carrying a little monkey that always wore about five jumpers in case it caught cold. 
It was horrible. Mind you, its owner was much worse!” In one episode she will be 
‘co-starring with a sheep. ‘‘A sheep!” she said rolling her eyes to the ceiling. 
“T ask you,” she practically screamed. 
I left her standing in yet another exotic outfit as three servile dressmakers, on bended knees, 
fussed around with pins and scissors, discussing her hemline, Hayley Mills had better watch out! 


PAMIELA FRANKLIN 


“Cor! abig 6d 


Ee for 
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payment for a Lyons Maid ZOOM. 


te Holy. Let’s hope Parker remembers a = _— 


Z00M for Lady Penelope teal 
YOU can collect your 
half-price ZOOM. Be sure 
to take along the 3d 
voucher on this page. 

And remember, there’s 

a free colour 

picture card inside 

every ZOOM wrapper! 


{a case of diticalty, write to Lyons Maid Ltd, (Lady P), Glacier House, Hammersmith, London, W.6. LADY PENELOPE June 25, 1966 


your picture 
could win one of the 


100 


KODAK INSTAMATIC 25 


ameras 


Whiteway’s Cydrax Painting contest 


How's your painting? Could be better than you think. Anyway, now's the ti 
to prove your skill and maybe win one of the 100 easy-operate Kodak Insta- 
matic Cameras Whiteway's offer to winners of their Cydrax Painting Contest. 
Your entry ticket: the label from a bottle of Cydrax, Whiteway's apple good- 
ness drink for summer-size thirsts! (Ever known such a sparkling, refreshing 
way to win a camera?) 
Enter this way: Your subject is “Someone Looking Thirsty." You may work 
in pastels, paint or crayon on plain white paper not larger than 10° x 12". Any 
number of entries may be submitted, but each 
‘one must be accompanied by the main label from 
any size Cydrax or Peardrax bottle. Entries must 
arrive by Saturday Sept. 10, 1966, in a stiff-backed 
envelopeaddressedto *Cydrax Painting Contest”, 
Whiteway's, Hele, Nr Exeter, Devon. There are 
two age groups: under 10 and 10-15. Prizes will 
be awarded to the 50 most imaginative entries in 
each age group. (Age of entrants will be taken 
into consideration.) 
IMPORTANT! No entries can be returned. Prize 
winners will be notified by post and a winners’ 
list published in the Competitors’ Journal dated 
Oct. 8 1966. The Judges’ decision will be final 
and no correspondence will be entered into. 
Members of the families of, or relatives of em- 
ployees of Whiteway's Cyder Co. Ltd., or their 
Advertising Agents or people living outside the 
U.K. may not enter. 
Enjoy Cydrax Apple Goodness soon! 


(Try delicious Peardrax too) 
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looking 
thirsty’’? 


iamate 25, Calor 
and back and white photography 
image easy. Complete with fash 

attachment and writ tap 


To “\Cydrax Painting Contest", Whitev 
Nr Exeter, Devon. 


Name. 
(000K caPTAL, PLSD 


Address 


year of birth. 


This is to certify that this entry is the sole, unaided work of the entrant. 


Signed. 


Parent/Guardian 


REMEMBER 
You must enclose the main label from any Cydrax or Peardrax bottle, 


Four pioneers set out to explore the unknown... and are now lost in space! 


Snace Family Robinson, 


ON THE SUN DECK, JUNE AND GRAIG] [WHILST IN THE C 


system, Earth's first manned 
space station travels hopelessly 
lost in the void of an unknown 
galaxy... 


ISLLT 
AWAY! 17°S APPROACHING 
FAST — AND WERE BANG 


ROCKED BY THE POWER 
OF THE COMET, THE STATION 
IS DRAGGED THROUGH SPACE.. 


[eral 
[TO GAIN His FEET... 
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< from Paris. 
‘% 7 These pumps were 
5 shown at a London fashion 


REACH FOR THE SKY... lobe heels 


. .. at the London Planetarium. The night sky 
reproduced on the dome-like roof. Adults’ ticket 
are 4/6 and children, 2/6. And for this, you will 
hear a fascinating talk on astronomy whilst 
watching the motion of the si 


Ann Schofield, Lynn Bardsley, 
Bilston, Staffs. Hyde, Cheshire. 


SPACE-AGE 
FASHION 


Just three models wearing ‘outer-space’ 
Susan Holmes, looking outfits designed by fashion 
Chesterfield. students at the Royal College of Art. 


FAB CLUB PICKS A 
PIN-UP PICTURE 


Handsome pilot, Yuri Gagarin was the first man in space. ‘A 
hero of our times, his name will go down in history to rank 
alongside Columbus, Captain Cook and Scott of Antarctica! 


- 


Published by City Magazines Ltd., 167/1 
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ig Lane, Liverpool, 9. © 1966 City 
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| Fab Club Fashion 


Fab Club Prizes Fab Club Fashion Fab Club Prizes 
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RASH the time barrier in these 

space-age dresses by Angela Small. 
Reaching into the twenty-first century, 
astronaut Janet (right) wears a ‘Cru- 
sader’ dress. It comes in lengths 32” to 
38", and costs from approximately 68 -. 
Space-girl Annette (left) wears a ‘1984° 
dress with black and white emblems. It 
comes in lengths 18” to 30” and costs 
from approximately 42/-. Beautifully 
finished, both dresses are made in a 
Tootal cotton and vincel mixture and 
are fully lined. 

The ‘Crusader’ dress is available at 
Sue Austin, Wilmslow, Cheshire and 
stockists for the ‘1984° dress include: 
Young Idea, East Grinstead: Children’s 
Salon, Tunbridge Wells; Brown's, 
Chester: and Bentall’s of Kingston. 
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DONT TELL 
(OU SEE 


THE TWO LOOK INTO MADAME | 
ZAGA'S CRYSTAL BALL... 
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THE FU! 


= 


‘COME TO PACIFI 
HE 


AT fe 
YC aerenins 2, 


We 


PACIFICA Wie. 
SURELY OE! 


~ AND REMEMBER. 
a One WorRD 
GOULD MEAN DEATH 


Marina and Aphony 
can never really 
know if Barinth's 
death was caused 
by shock or if he 
died from Titan's 
curse. But the 
thought that one 
spoken word 
could mean the 
death of either 
of them is 


70 
ovety TN) 
OR \ 


Vouk PRECIOUS AND, 
DALCHTER MARINA 

70 YOURSELF IF SHE 

SHRMD SPEAKS 


LL STORY ...HOW THE MYSTERIOUS AND BEAUTIFUL MARINA MAY NEVER SPEAK AGAIN! 


That is how Marina became a 
prisoner in her silent world. So 
long as Titan lives, she will 
remain his slave, with the luxury 


of words denied to her! 
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